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right. Mother, tell me where my brother is and I will go and
find him and get a letter from him."

The old woman laughed before her tears had dried. "You
foolish child!" she said, "if it were only a hundred li or so
away, we could go. But he is in Manchuria and that is more
than ten thousand // away. It would take a strong man five *
months to get the^e. You are only a boy and you would never
get there at all."

"If he is in Manchuria," said the boy, "Manchuria is not
in the skies. I will go, and you shall have me back in no time."
He fastened his shoes, straightened his coat, bowed to his
mother, and went off like a streak of smoke. The old woman
called him back but he did not answer, and when she ran
after him she could not catch him. She was more melancholy
than ever. Many of her neighbours came to console her. "The
boy cannot possibly go very far," they said. "He is sure to come
back." The old woman dried her eyes and sat down sadly.

The sun was sinking in the west when the old lady went out
to see if she could see anything of him. In the distance was a
faint shadow which might have been a boy. She besought
Heaven and Earth and the Three Glorious Ones and said:
"May my little son return as a reward for my fastings and
my sacrifices." And indeed, her son suddenly stood before her,

"What, Mother," he said, "have you not gone to bed yet?
Here I am, back from Manchuria, and here is the letter from
my brother."

The old woman laughed. "You did right not to go, but don't
tell me any more lies. You couldn't possibly go more than a
thousand It in one day." *

"So you don't believe me, Mother?" the boy said. He took
a packet from his sleeve. In it was a letter. It had indeed been
written by his brother. And he brought a shirt to be washed
which was one the old woman remembered making. Every-
body heard of this and so the boy came to be called Wan Hui.
Afterwards fie became a monk and was known as Wan Hui
the Venerable. He was a man of outstanding virtue and per-
formed a number of striking miracles. Once he swallowed two
pints of needles before the stone tiger of the Emperor Chao, and
once he brought three pagodas from his head before the heir
apparent of the Emperor Wu Ti of Liang. So the Temple of